of wounded self-love and deluded ambition ; yet I hope that my sky will end by becoming serene after all these storms. I try to calm myself by every means in my power ; I see very few people, I read no politics ; if it were possible I should like to forget the things of to-day, and live with my friends, Ideas and Art.
This is rather hermit-like, and, like you, I have fits of rage. But what is to be done ? Our youth revolts against our condition. We must choose, abjure the one or the other, make of our profession a means of bread-winning, and philosophize in silence, or throw our gown into the fire and launch out into the uncertain future. Which is best ? Prevost is perhaps in the right.1 But each must go where his temperament leads him. Where is yours directing you ? Dear old friend, let us converse as we used to do in the old fraternal, Ecole Normale style. You said, in one of our walks round the Quadrangle that I had been the first to talk seriously and intimately to you. Let us do as we did then. Plato was indeed right when he said that there were but two good things in the world, Philosophy and Friendship.
What are Marot and Ponsot doing, and all the third-year men ?
1 Prevost-Paradol had left the Nicole Normale before the end of his third year, on a long leave of absence.
202ere not for that I should hardly have any worries. It seems to me that Spinoza and Descartes were happy in their Dutch villages, and if I had enough money I should go and live on a fifth floor in Paris. Science is worthy to
